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is a wife. He had given her his name~an all-
important gift, of which he thought her worthy-
the greatest tribute he could pay. As the anaesthetic
of custom dulled her capacity for pain he had
thought out new ways of hurting her, a convincing
proof of the liveliness of his feelings. "Since my
marriage," he had said to her one night, "my mis-
tresses bore me even more than they did before."
"What a pity."
"My dear, is that gracious?"
"I am sorry, I meant for them."
"Thank you."
Lisa could see him now saying "Thank you" and
going up to her and kissing her hand.
For a moment she had felt the stab of his charm,
of that slanting face and those invulnerable eyes.
She had shut her own: when she opened them she
saw him laughing at her.
"My dear," he had said, "are you imagining that
you love me? That would be a great mistake!"
"For both of us?"
"I was thinking of you,"
How vivid the past is, Lisa thought, I can see him
standing there with more mockery in his face than a
world could contain. I wonder if everything was my
fault, if I didn't love him enough. But if I had loved
him enough it would have been too much.
Mamachen came in.